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"That Aya-san is with him as usual. Do you think it's any fun for a
woman to be with an old man like the Prince?" a talkative fisherman's
wife asked her companions.
After the laughter subsided, the honest-looking one said: "That
has been the main topic of our chatterings for how many years—ever
since that flippant Ohana-san was dismissed following that scandal."
"Ha, I would have fallen for that young scamp, her lover, too,
had I met him, do you know? He was so handsome and really a
lady-killer," said the talkative one.
"You are always ready to fall for a young man!" an elderly woman
hissed through her protruding upper teeth.
The talkative woman continued: "Wasn't that exciting though?
My, the rumors were so thick they made me shadow the bank clerk
and Ohana-san whenever they were in their love-nest in the fishing
village yonder. Later they didn't mind other people seeing them at all.
Their hiding place was a tiny inn near the water's edge. They used
to stroll along the surf near die house, arm in arm, in die moonlight.
My, he was handsome under the moon!"
"You gave us a lot of news about them, didn't you? But you didn't
know she had another sweetheart in Kyoto," the ugly one sneered,
but the talkative woman kept on and on, repeating what she had
told coundess times in the course of the past years. As usual, she
went into the most intimate detail about the secret meetings of Ghana
and her lover.
"At that time, you ridiculed me and hooted at me, but what hap-
pened? She even had a baby by him, and still Saionji-sama took
her back, but he had to let her go after all." She jerked up her pock-
marked face at die group. Then she added: "She deserved it. I'm glad
that Saionji-sama did treat her that way. And then she died when
her daughter was four years old, and her daughter stayed on with
Ohana-san's brother who had adopted her at birth."
"And didn't they say diat the Prince was much excited when
he found out Ohana-san was pregnant? He wanted to have a son—
the poor man, at that age, but the baby wasn't his!"
"I told you then the baby wouldn't be his, but—" the talkative one
insisted.
"Didn't the newspapers say that nobody or no message from the
Prince came to her on her death-bed?*' An unidentified one elaborated
on the problem which had for a long time divided the fishermen's
wives into two opposing camps on the moral issue involved.

